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THE first cover of this issue 
shows Tim Holt waiting with 
drawn gun for an attack he 
knows will come. In the first pic- 
ture on this page, you can see that 
the danger has drawn closer, and 
Tim crouches behind the cover of 
the stacked crates, ready to meet 
the creeping enemy. 
t This situation occurs during the 
irt of Tim's thrilling motion 
put lire. Gun Smugglers, a story of 
the blazing Arizona border when 
desperadoes became so bold as to 
hi-jack weapons from the U. S. 
Army. 

The boy with Tim is Gary Gray, 
who plays the part of Danny. 
i toughest kid in ten states, until 
i Tim and his sidekick, Chito, re- 
1 form him with the aid of Army 
/ Sergeant Hasty Jones (played by 
Paul Hurst). 

Part of the reforming job is the 
cleaning up of well-grimed Danny, 
as Tim and Chito are here shown 
doing. They also have to capture 
the raiders, recover the stolen guns 
and clear Sergeant Hasty. That 
serious conference at the table is 
for just that purpose. 

Gun Smugglers is an RKO Radio 
production. Don't miss it! 
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TIM HOLT 





HEN A WILD HORSE 
HUNT CORRALED A MIGHTY 
SUJE ROAN — AS WILD A 
GttULLA AS evER ROAMED 
THE SHORT CRASS COUNTRY- 
IT UNLEASHEO A GALE OF 
EVENTS THAT SWEPT TMW 
HOLT AND HIS PRAlRtEi- 
LANO PARTNER INTO A-l 
MAELSTROM OP AVAL- | 
EVOLENCE ... 

NO WHEN A COW- 
COUNTRY RODEO RAN IN- 
TO A STRING OF BAD 
LUCK IT WAS Tl.W HOLT'S 
FATE TO RlDE PELL- 
MELL INTO THE TROUBLE 
On the BACK OF A 



MAH-KILLQR 
MUSTAHC! 



In southern utah.tiw reins in the golden 

RAlOMINO. LlGHTtflNG, WITH A REGRETFUL SIGH - 



/ho use, chito! 
(he got away from us 

\ 9LIT WHAT A HORSE 




WHY, THAT'S J UP HAINES 
SHOOTING! AND HE'S DOWNED 
THE GRULLAi 



HOLT 




NfiXT AFTERNOON, AT 
THE TEMPORARY CORRALS- 



/" I WARNED YOU ONCE, HAINES ! 
NOW I'LL &ACK UP *\V WORDS-! 




YOU WON 

NEED THAT 

RON! 



YOU 

AGAIN ! 






TIM HOLT 



I'M GOING ro BUY THAT GRU.LA, HAIMfS 1 
YOU AREN'T PIT TO OWN SUCH A 
AAAGNlPlCENT ANIA\AlJ 



t-r wont 

SELL- YUH CANT 
MAKE MS- I GOT 

R«HTS 



I CAN'T MAKE 
YOU, TRUE fWOU&H 

But if I ever hear 
OP TOUR MISTREATING 
HIM AGAIN, I'LL 
HUNT YOU 
UP- FOR 1 * " r „ 
THE LAST WON'T 

TiMCi ycLue 

HIM NO 

MORE 



The wild horse hunt 

OVER, TIM AND CHITO SET 
OUT FOR THE T-H RANCH, 
DRIVING THEIR CAPTIVES 

BEFORE THEM _ 

I HATE 

TO LEAVE 

THAT BLUE 

ROAN 
UNPROTECTED/ 
8UT WE CAN'T, 
STAY HERE , 
FOREVER! 



5wiFTLY THE OAYS PLY BY. THEy FADE JNTO SUMMER, :NTO WINTER, AND 
INTO SPRING AGAIN. NOW, FROM ACROSS THE PLAINS COMES WORD OF A MIGHTY 
MAN -KILLING STAU.ON, BLUE BLAZES, WHO CARRIES DEATH IN HIS HOOVES AND IN HIS 
SAVA&E TgETH 




By range gossip, tim is closely 

INFOR'AED Of THE DOINGS OF THE 
MlGHTV ROAN 



■AN' HE KILLED A 

HANDLER OVER BY 

EL PASO WHEN THE 

RODEO SHOWED 

THeRE. 




MORNING 



LETTER'S FROM ED HASKELL, 
CHITO. HE'S SEEN HAVING 
TROUBLES WITH HIS RODEO. 
THE ROUNDUP'S OVER — 
t SJPPOSE WE RlOE NORTH 
V. AND PAY HIM A VlSlT ? i— < 





TIM HOLT 





A BABY! 
AND BLUE 
BLAZES! 




MS THE STABBING 
HOOVES OP THE WILD 
GRCLLA THUD into the 
DIRT, TIM ROLLS FR.ANTIC41.LY 
SIDEWAVS, TWISTING AMD TURNING! 




Qi 



-JUIvering. Blue blaies 

STARES AT THIS DaR)N<3 HUMAN WHO 

Risks mis life beneath mis flailing 

hOOvES! NOST«n.S OllATlNC, THE BLUE 
ROAN STANDS. HEAD UPFLUH6. DO 
THOSE W)L0 EVES RetOONiZE THE 

WAN WHO SAVED Hl*\ Pft^M A CLUBBIN6 

.WXThS ago "? 





7 



TIM HOLT 



Meanwhile, in the back boom of 
the thirsty mile saloon 



BY NOW THE KID'S OEAD! 
HASKELL WILL FACE A 
LAWSUIT, AM" ME WONT 
HAVE THE MONEY TO 



PAY OFF 



THAT'S WHEN 
WE STEP IN AN' 
TAKE OVER HIS 
RODEO. IT'S A 
MONEYMAKER - 
EXCEPT NOW THAT 
HE'S BEEN RUN N IN 
INTO ALL THOSE 
ACCIDENTS! 



—ACCIDENTS THAT W6 MADE HAPPEN,' 
I'VE BEEN AFTER HIS RODEO A LONG 
TIME. IT WAS RIGHT SMART OF YOU 
TO MADDEN THAT GRULLA, THEN SELL 
H.M TQ HASKELL. HE BLAMES HIS HARD 
LUCK ON THE ROAN, WOT KNOWIN' 
THAT WE'RE 
CALJSIN' IT! 




WE'.L PAY A VISIT *TyEAHI THENyGUESS YUH'RE HiGHT^ 
TO THE SHERIFF, AM' \WHEN HE JeOYS. WHY, THAT 
JEMAND THAT HASKELL] FOLDS - /CRAZY STALLION ALMOST 



POST A BlG BONO 
AGAINST MORE 
ACCIDENTS- OR 
FOLD UP 



'WE'LL 

TAKE 
OVER! 



KILLED A CHILD A FEW J 

minutes ago- either -< 
haskell posts bond.or^ 

WE'LL RUN H IM OUT OF 
TOWtil 



Later — jpbut how 
can i post 

BOND, SHERIFF? I'VE BEEN 
LOSING MONEY STEADILY ON 
MV RODEO. I'VE BEEN RUNNING 
INTO HARD LUCK WHEREVER 
WE STOP 

'THAT'S YOUR 
LOOKOUT, HASKELL. 
I GOT TO PROTECT 
THE FOLKS HERE 
IN SUNSIGHT. 



Hour after hour, ed haskell makes 

THE RCWPS Of HIS FR lENPS AND BONDSM£N 

Bright sorry, ed. that-s T thanks just^ 

A HOODOOED RODEO. I 




RECKON THIS ISTH' 
I'VE FOUGHT THAT 
JiNX FOR ALMOST 
A YEAR. NOW, IT'S 
FINALLY GOT ME 
LICKEP! 




TIM HOLT 



I'LL PUT UP THAT Y WHA- ? 
BOND FOR YOU, ED! J -TIM HOLT ! 




HERE VUH ARE, SHERIFF ^ SORRY TO HAVE TO 
TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS J DO THIS, HASKELL. BUT 
IN CASH. IT'S AW V^VUM KNOW TH6M — < 

BOND MONEY. YZ ACCIDENTS HAVE HURT^ 
FOtKSJ WE NEED THE 
MONEY TO MAKE 'EM 

WELL AGAIN - OR. 




MY LUCK'S PLAYED OUT, 
TIM. I'LL NEED SOMETHING 
PLENTY SENSATIONAL TO 
OVERCOME POLKS' FEAP OF 
ATTENDING THE RODEO 
NOW MEOBE IF YOU WAS 

TO RIDE A FEW, 6RONCS 



The following morning 
a solitary rlder paces 
down gunslght's main stseet. 



n 





■. > IN HASKELL'S 
ROOeo. FOLKS 
WILL FLOCK TO 
SEE HIM fORK 
THOSE MAN 



DID VUH SEE THAT?/ WE AlN'T 
TUH HOLT IS RlDiNV LICKED 

yet ru 




With a cunning olitter in his 
eyes.jud haines whispers eagerly 

TO JOEL VlCKEflv. AFTER A MOMENT, A 
SLY SMILE TOUCHES VICKERY'S LIPS. 



5 THE MOON rises <nto the Sky, a 
FijuRE slips furtwely among the stalls 

OP THE RODEO 




TIM HOLT 



NEXT APTERNOON, AS TIM 
SETTLES HIMSELF INTO THE 
BUCWNG SADDLE BEHIND THE 

- j „ , — ,,-r ^. 

■eTS 



OPEN THE GATE 
NEVER MIND ME 
I'LL CATCH HOLD OP . 

THE STIRRUPS! J 





But to the experienced Tim, the 
wild leaps and bounds op the bucker 
spell more than danger j he recognizes 
something deadly in the stiff -legged 
jumps and whirls! 



As TIM COMPLETES HiS RlDE AND 
SLIDES OFF ONTO THE PiCkuP MAN'S 
MOUNT, THE WILD BUCKSR HEADS FOR 
THE STANDS! 








With a shrill whinny of rage, the 
maddened 6ronco rises in a mightv 
leap. men cry out! women scream 
ano faint! children huddle in panic! 



TIM HOLT 




In the flood of reliei 
at being saved from 

INoURY, THE TEMPER OF 
Thc CROWD FlARES UP 



TefI 1/ THERE THE 

K never come 

( THEY'VE SEEN 
! V AND IT SCAR 



IT'S 
HASKELL'S] 
JINX 



ONLY Tl*\ HOLT 
SAVED US FROM 

BEtN<3 KILLED' 







f HASKELL'S 






L RODEO'S 






>GOT TO < 






CLOSE 






V DOWN J , 




L ' 1 










w 


XX 


fr* 



THBY GO, TIM. THEY'LL J 
COME BACK, EITHER. 
ms jinx at work 
ares Them., only foc 
you, so*e oe those folks 

WOULD BE SEROU5LY 
INJURED ' 



Remembering the wild 

FUR* OF THE BUCKIN6 BRONCO, 
TIM MAKES A THOROUGH 
SEARCH OP THE STA6LES— 

> 

THAT HORSE WAS DRUGOeO! 

F I CAN FIND- WHAT'S 

THIS ?. .. THIS ISN'T 

ONE OF THE RODEO 

WATER BUCKETS J 




TIM HOLT 




JSlDE THE GATE — 



> ar RECKON ONE MORE \ 
0O3B OF LOCO WEED IS 1 
ALL THAT'S NEEDED. THE 
PEOPLE WON'T GIVE HOLT AN' 
HASKELL NO (WORE CHANCES, 
- AFTER TODAY! 




Lips taut with colo anger, tia* 
rockets in, f;sts thudding i 



COYOTE J YOU'LL y^WOOOPFppF,' 
BUFFER AS ED 

SUFFERED; , ^ 




TI M HOLT 

/ I OUGHT TO TURN 
YOU OVER TO BLUE BLAZES. 



NO- NO--- *- 
ANYTHING BUT 

HE KNOWS WHAT TO DO TO ^ THAT J HE'D- 
* THE MAN WHO BEAT HIM \ HE'D KICK 

UNTIL HE TURNED MAN- KILLER I ME TO DEATH! 



IN SELF-DEFENSE. 



tf. 



*> 



NO SO. SOME HOURS LATER. AM ASTOU 
CROWD IS AMAZED TO SEE TIM ASTRlOE 
A GENTLE BLUE BLAZES' 

'NOW THAT YOU'VE 
{SEEN HOW GENTLE 
BOJB BLAZES CAN BE 
UNDER A FRIRNDLV 
HAND.-T'M GOING TO 
SPRING OUR BfG SURPRISE 
OF THE DAY. JOEL VICKfftV 
IS THE MAN WHO 

caused all tkosb 
accidents: 



-fjUD HAINES SPILLED \ TAKE ONE MORE 
EVERYTHING, VICKERY. J STEP, AN' I'LL 
NO USE RUNNING! /PLUG YUH, YUM 

YELLOW SIDEWINDER! 




*V1CK6RV AND HAINES SOLD BLUE BLAZES' 
TO HASKELL AFTER TURNING HIM INTO A 
MAN -KILLER. KNOWING THAT HASKELL 
WOULD THINK THE ROAN WAS JINXED, , 
THEY CAUSED ACCIDENTS TO HAPPEN - 
CUT CINCHES - PUT LOCO WEED 
IN THE HORSES' DRINKING WATER- 



sVbut NOW 

JVlCKERY Al 
/*" SERVE A 



BUT NOW HAINES AND 
VICKERV ARE GOING TO 

SERVE ALONG TERM IN 
THE TERRITORIAL PRISON- 
WHILE blue blazes will 
BECOME Ot4B OF THE 
OF 



AND AT EVERY RODEO, 
THEREAFTER, IT WAS 

Blue blazes who ho 
the grand entry-.. 




mposnmrs 







thb colt PmACEMAK&R... 

THE hAAME APPLIED TO THE MOST 
POPULAR COLT revolver EVER 
MANUFACTURED, THE IB7S ARMV 
MODEL . UfiBO BV MARSH ALLS, SHER- 
ICPS AND wesTCWN *BADMeN"ALl»ee, 
IT «»» A SIX-SHOT, S'NSLe ACTION 
•UN WITH A SBVEN-AND-A-WALF 

INCH BARREL . MEN LIKE WILD SILL 
HtCKOK AND VVVATT EARP USED 

THS *UN. . . | 




the MOUNTAIN 

LION... A caonivor 

OUS ME M BER OF THE I 
CAT FAMILV. P«?»v» 
ON MOUNTAIN 

DEER. SHKP AND 
HORSB*. ITS 
METHOD OF KI1.L.MS 
A MCNtM m TO LEAP 
on nr* SACK AND 
BREAK THE NECK 
WITH A SIMELE 
BLOW OF A 
CUL RAW. 




TIM HOLT 



AUCSO 



SHE'S STARTING 

TO SAG AT TH ' 

HINGES.' COME ON... 

CAN'T VUH 

GIT MORE PULL 

OUTTA THEM 

poMiee ? 



O 



BANK 



22. 



t 



"jHeJuQyus 



Must be a 

mighty thrifty- 
trio that can't 
wait till dawn 
to make a deposit- 
or is it a little 

WITHDRAWAL 9 
BETTER MOVE 
FAST, BOYS, FOR 
SOME FOLKS- LIKE 
THE CALICO KID, 
FOR IN STANCE - 

.believe that a 
'loan'before 
sunrise usually 
leads ttd a\ 
shooting before 

•3UNSET 1 U 




TIM HOLT 




r I'M JIST GONNA 
SMUT THET 
MAVERICK UP 
REAL FAST" 




TIM HOLT 





TIM HOLT 



AND AS DAWN BREAKS 
OVER SAN CANYON , , 




WHOEVER THIS 
BORROWIN' COYOTE 
19, ME AIN'T BASHFUL ' 
HE TOOK 
'EVERYTHING 
(NCLUDIN' My NAME ! 
,eOMSON,EBONY2 
, WE'VE SOT PLENT 
.OF CATCH N' UP 
TO DO i 



DESOLATE DESERT \ 

DESCENDS ON } 

SING- GONG WITH / 

SWIFTNESS! ^^ 

ALREADY ^\ 




TIM HOLT 



BANDIT BUST bank- 
0UST HUMBuE HEAD- 
BUST OUT OF TOWN - 
BUST HORSE - BUST 
OVER HILL- 



HE'S PUSHIN ' A i « 

LAME PONY, ALRIGHT 1 
CAN'T HAVE MUCH 
OF= A LEAD 

ON ME ' 




HO, CALICO/ 
NOT MUCH 
OF A LEAD 
AT ALL J 





HMPH, ME "N> 

MOVED MIS MOUNT 
OFF THE SAND] 
ONTO HILL GRAVEL! 

TPAIL'G JUST 
ABOUT TAPERED 
OFF J 



<. t 




WHOA, BOY!-. STEAPYJ 
SOUNDS LIKE SOMEBODY'S 
HAV1N' A PRIVATE PISTOL 
PARTY UP "THERE I 

RECKON WE BETTER 
SO MAVE A LOOK I 



TIM HOLT 








m 



'THAT'S THE 

POSSE THAT 

PULLED OUTTA 

SAN CANYON 

DURING THE 

NIGHT I 



TIM HOLT 

"my presence 

around these 

parts might 

prove sorta 

embarrassin'j 

hup, ebony... 

RIDE 1 



BV THUNDER/ 
THERE THEY 
BE-WHUTS LEFT 
OF 'EM !. APPEARS 
LIKE THEY'VE 
HAD A BIT OF 
TROUBLE FIGURIN' 
OUT A THREE 
WAY SPLIT J 



sn 

UNLESS 
THERE WU2 
A FOURTH 
ONE! LET'S j 
HAVE A ■* 
LOOK ALONG 
THET DUST 

TRAIL. 
UP AHEAD I 






?c 







TIM HOLT 



LETHAL lf\S0H 



THE GRIM MAN with the bitter expres- 
lipn on hii lean face glanced up at Federal 
Marthtl Flip Carton with a dry laugh. He 
turned tha hat in hia hands around and 
around, crumpling it savagely. 

"No need to tell you I wu framed, Flip. 
Reckon you've ridden enough trails with me 
to know better. What beats me u why the 
Chief swallowed it." 

"Whit else could he do, Jim?" reasoned 
Flip, frowning, "That Red Mesa sheriff found 
an envelope addressed to you, with enough 

Kunbscks in it to choke a lead ateei-1 And 
t note— Thia ia your cut on the deal !' '* 

"They were •mart," agreed Jim Harley 
bitterly. "They knew I was huntin" them, 
They had to get me off their tracks. But for 
the Chief to think I'd go bad after so many 
yeari in the service — that hurts." 

Flip said softly, watching the big window, 
"Don't let surprised, Jim, at what I'm aiming 
to tell you. Just sit there, hunched over. 
There's a red-faced waddy outside, o-lcckin' 
in. The Chief wasn't fooled, not by a long 
sight. But ha reckoned it would be a good ides 
to let you think so. You iee, if we got the 
rustlers to thinking that their little trick 
worked, they'd get overconfident. That's why 
the Chief sent me to back your play, Between 
us— we're goin' after •those coyotes!" 

Jim Harley did not move, but his dark eyes 
lighted. Smothering the grin of relief that 
threatened to spread across his face, he whis- 
pered, "What do we do now?** 

"We pretend to quarrel. Then, you ride up 
into the Bitterroot range. Camp out. Keep 
your eyes peeled for sign. I'll join you, after 
I make a lew inquiries around town." 

Harley got to his feet and scowled at Flip. 

"Vou're just as stupid as that fool Chief!" 
he yelled aloud. "I didn't take any bribes! 
But I don't hive to weir a badge to make 
* living— I'll mike out I" 

He whirled on ■ bootheel and headed for 
the door of the little office, hearing Flip's 
whispered, "Nice actio', Jim!" with a secret 
grin. Then Flip wee following him to the 
door and watching him walk down the dusty 
street of the little Idaho town. Across the 
Street, the red-faced man who had been loung- 
ing against the wooden tie-rail straightened 
up end turned toward the Hippy Daze Saloon. 

Flip Carson walked down the slatted walk, 
seeking the town's freight atition. He turned 
Into an open doorway md paused, watching 



I man hang up tome harness on a wooden peg. 

"Howdy." nodded the man, turning toward 
Flip. "Anything I can do fcf ye?" 

"Just felt like palaverinT Flip smiled. "Tm 
headed north in & couple days. Wanted to 
know something about the land up that way." 

The man smoothed i bearded chin. "Mostly 
foothills, with timber stands. Not much out: 
aide of mountain cats an' antelope to bother 
•bout." 

"No men?" Flip held his breath as he asked 
the question. He added, "In case I run into 
trouble, you know." 

"Come to think of it. me en' the other 
drivers have seen tome campfire smoke. But 
nobody showed. Reckon if they wanted to be 
seen, they would hive. This is good country 
to mind yer business." 

Flip Laughed and agreed. After ten minutes 
of small talk, he departed, having learned 
what he wanted to know. Campfircs. but no 
men to be teen, It's The usual thing, he 
thought. The outlaws shoot elk or antelope, 
cook their meals, but stay hidden. That means 
the rustlers arc north, in the Smokies. 



A thin plume of grey smoke shivered up- ■ 
wird from the feathery tops of a stand of 
spruce. Belly down. Flip Carson stirred rest- 
lessly, eyes bright. Beside him, Jim Harley 
smothered an oath. 

"It's them, all right** Hertey grunted softly. 
"They're between ua an 1 the ranches that'va 
been losin' cattle. They can move down 
through the river valley, an' bide the steera 
they rustle in the canyons," 

"A smart set-up," agreed Flip, sitting up. 
"No wonder they frame federal marshals, to 
keep this layout." 
, ."What's the program?" 

"We're going across to their camp. We'll 
hit it at night. Then we'll decide how we're 
going to capture them." 

"Capture them?" asked Jim Harley blankly. 
"Do you know how many of them there are? 
Near twenty!" 

"Ten to one odds," murmured Flip. "More 
than I thought Well, that'll keep' ua from . 
ma kin' any mistakes. We'll know if we do 
make a mistake, it'll he our. last I* 1 4 

"Yeah," growled Jim glumly. "That'i an 
encouragin" thought." 

They spent all of that day and part of the 
next moving through the pines and spruce 



TIM HOLT 



trees, climbing up a spur of the Smoky Moun- 
tains to circle in behind the campfires. By 
nightfall of th« second day, Flip and Jim 
Harley were stretched out on a rock ledge, 
half a mile above the red flames. 

Below them, they counted eighteen men 
moving back and forth around the fire. They 
wore their sixguns low, and tall Winchester 
and Savage rifles leaned against the trees. The 
- faint odors of cooking food and percolating 
coffee drifted upward to the hungry men on 
the rock. 

"I'm going down," said FHp softly, "I'll 
take our lariats, and whatever other rope I 
can scare up off their grazing horses. Tm. 
going to put a rope fence around that camp a 
foot high — then when they're asleep, I'm 
going in," 

Jim Harley grunted "What do I do?" 

ft You throw down on 'em, Anybody that 
moves, gets hot lead. I'll try and put as many 
out of fighting shape as J can befor* the others 
wake. 1 11 be counting on you and on the 
ropes." 

"I can't answer for the ropes, but 111 be 
ready," promised Jim. "I got a score to settle 
with those sidewinders!" 

Carefully, clinging to branch and shrub, 
they moved down the face of the mountain- 
aide. By the time they reached the level, the 
fife was burning low. and sleeping forms lay 
huddled in tarpaulins, like the spokes of a 
wheel stretched out, with the fire as a hub. 

It took a quarter of an hour to lace the 
lariats to shrubs and trees, and then Flip 
stepped over the rope, loosening his Colt and 
drawing it free of the holster. Bending, he 
sought a sleeping man and drove the gun 
down in an arc. The man relaxed, uncon- 
icious. 

He went from form to form, using the 
seven-and-a-nalf-lnch barrel of hit Peace- 
maker. 

And then a man woke up, across from htm. 
Flip stiffened as the man cried out and 
reached for his gun. 

"Don't make a move, you!" rasped Jim 
Harley from the darkness. 

But the outlaw was turning and twisting, 

rolling over, snapping a shot at Flip, Flip 

'felt the bullet whiz by his ear. then be was 

running, doubled over, leaping the taut lariat. 

The other outlaws were awake now, and 
grabbing at Colts and Srmth-and- Wessons. 
Cursing loudly, they ran for the shelter of 
the trees, Behind, stretched out near the fire, 
were eight unmoving bodies. 

"Almost made It," Flip panted to Jim Hur- 
ley who waa taking careful aim with his rifle 
and triggering it. An outlaw slumped and 
fall, rolling. 

The outlaws hit the lariat, Their bodies 
went on before their feet, and they hit the 
ground hard, dropping guna. The night waa 



filled with shouted oaths, and screams as bones 
broke. 

Flip grunted, "The odds are lessening, 
Jim." 

Then ht was moving like a shadow from 
tree to tree. He called out, "Might as well 
quit, boys. We've got the drop on you. You 
make good targets against that fire. You can't 
hope to get away." 

But these men were killers and thieves. 
They knew that all that lay ahead of them was 
a noose and a quick death for their crimes. 
They would have a chance here. Once cap- 
tured, they would know the fury of outraged 
citizens. They fought. 

Stabbing needles of flaming sixguns burst 
from thicket and underbrush. Jim sighed, 
*'This is the showdown, Flip. Go get *em!" 
and his rifle roared. 

The outlaws were unnerved by the night 
stuck. Their gunhands were unsteady after 
the fall over the tight lariats. Flip and Jim 
made each shot count. Here and there an out- 
law fell, sobbing out his life. A bullet tone into 
Jim Harley's shoulder and knocked him back 
into the chclla thickets. He groaned, but sat 
up. He bit his lips against the pain until they 
bled, but he went on shooting, 

Flip was moving in the darkness. Like a 
spirit he went from tree to tree. His Colt 
roared whenever he caught sight of a crouched 
gunman. Twice he reloaded his guns in the 
darkness. Ht knew there were few outlaws 
unwounded. The eight men about the fires 
were moving now. putting hands to heads and 
sitting up, hearing the gunshots and the yells. 

Flip called, "You men in camp! If you try 
to come out, we'll bring you down so fast 
you won't know you got off the ground. Stay 
there or take a bullet 1" 

One man got up and tried to run. A Win- 
chester slug caught him and drove him side- 
ways across the fir*. The other men stayed 
where they were. And the fight went on. 

It was dawn when Flip Carson put his gutts 
in their holsters and bent over a white-faced 
Jim Harley. He said. "How's the shoulder?" 

"Stiff. What about them?" 

"Dead cr wounded, except those around the 
fire. I'm going in to tie them up now. I want 
to make sure you're all right, first." 

Jim Harley stood up. He whistled as the 
light filtering through the trees revested 
huddled bodies against the ground. "Thun- 
der at ion, Flip! You mean we got "am all?" 

Flip Carson was grim. "This was more than 
just a gun fight, Jim. This was a matter of 
pride. Maybe when the itory of this gett 
around, an outlaw bunch will think twice 
before framing a federal marshal I" 

And then Jim Harley understood for the 
first time the grim dead! in ess that had domi- 
nated Flip Canon all through the fight. 
THE END 




GLOSSARY 
WRECK PAN... 

A DISWPAM TO JOLO CXOTV QUI I1C, USED 
(J»UALLV AT OOUMO-UP TTMB OH ON A 
TRAIL P«V». 

BUTTON... a eov. 



eo* caw vow... 

A OftNTVON WITH CWrfLY OfJ« 
■ NTRANCe OB HXIT, 

HUNKeR... to squat oown.' 



TIM HOLT 




N< 



CRY HAUNTS 

THE CATTLEMAN 
/AORC THAN THAT 09 s 
"GOUOl" FOR, WHEN 
A RICH VEIN IS 
DISCOVERED HIS 
PUNCHERS FORK 
LEATHER TO "THE 
DIGGIW'S," HIS COOK 
A ©AN PONS HIM, 
AND WHEN HE RlOES 
IN TO TOWN TO 
"CROWN HIS 
SORRERS," H6 
LEARNS THE BAR- 
KEEPERS ARE OUT 
PANNING FOR THE 
PRECIOUS METAL, 
TOO- 

RUSTLERS AND 
DISEASE HE CAN 
Fl&HT— BUT WHAT 
CAN VOU DO 
AGAlWST GOLD 
FEVER T 




TIM HOLT 




JGOLDIthby've struck 

GOLD BACK IN TH' HILLS'' 

> EVERYBODY IN TOWN'S 
HIGHTAILIN' UP THERE! GRAB' 
YORE WARBA&S, WADDIES.' 
HIRE WE COME! 



} 



»v 




HOLD IT, SLIM! Y COUPLE OP RANMIES OUT 
WHO FOUND THIS /PROSPECTIN', OP COURSE 1 
©OLD i j^^XRiCH ORE, THEY SAY- I 

SAW A 0A& OP OUST THEYl 
#fA$ PASSIN' AROUND. 



(/ 



^AN' WHAT Y IT STOPS PEA£?.' 

about j those scvs have 
thee \bseh bitten by 
rounp-op?Jtmb golp bug, 
anp that's 

THAT...' 




JUST THE SAME, THEY'RE 
MY WEN I'M GOING TO 
SEE THEY GET A SQUARE 
PEAL ON THIS. IF THEY 
MUST HUNT GOLD- I 
WANT TO 06 SURE THERE'S 
REALLY GOLD FOR THEM 



Some miles, aheap, on 
the sagebrush flats . . . 

^^■^^^— »»*^^^^ 

POGGONE KILLERS! 
SHOT ME... WITHOUT WARNII 






TIM HOLT 



STILL 0REATHIN'. REOnON 
117 SETTER BLAST HIM 

op close.' 




TIM HOLT 



WALK "rO'Jit MORSE SLOWLY, 

CHITO. J DIP A COUGH JOB, 

AND THOSE WOUNDS MAY 

OPEN UP. PUT THE O 

SHERIFF IN AW BED, GET 1 

THE DOCTOR AT OUCB. J 




WOULD HAVE, TOO, fP "*UH 
HADN'T COME ALONG. PA&NAB 
IDJUTS, 1 My CLAIM WASN'T 

WORTH NOTHIN'. LEADi 
THAT'S ALL. JUST PLAIN 

LEAD. 1 




The gold fever is a sickness 

THAT THLMPS THE PULSE, THAT SENDS 
GREED COURSING THROUGH THE 
BLOOD STREAM, THAT ROBS MEN OF 
THEIR SENSES! IN BULLET. . . 



GOLD SURE 

CAN CHANGE 
A TOWN J 




TIM HOLT 




JG OUT THEIR 
JG5 TO BUY O-Al 

IP SALTY BAlP 
FOUND WAS LEAD- WHERE'S 
THE GOLD COMING FROM 



FOLKS- WAIT A MINUTE. GIVE > 
THIS A LITTLE THOUGHT, NONE 
OF YOU KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT 
GOLD! 




SOMEBOPY SHOT THE 
SHERIFF FOR ~ SEASON: 
HE MUST' ZS been 
ONTO SOM6THING — 

HELLO! WHAT'S 



THIS f 



WHAT'O 
YOU FIND, 
TIM? 



ERE'S THE MAN CHITO DOWNED! 
WANTED FOR MURDER, FOR FRAUD 
IN A GOLD MINE SALS IN FARGO--. 
GUESS THIS TIPS US OFF. A BUNCH 
OF OWLHOOT5 HAVE SPREAD THE 
WORD AROUND THAT THERE'S 
GOLD. THEY'LL PRO0ABLY OFFER 
CLAIMS FOR SALE — AT 
SKV-HIGH PRICES' 



BEFORE THEV GET A^ 

'CHANCE TO OO THAT, 

1 MAN BE ABLE TO a 

BEAT THE FOLKS INTO 

THE HILLS BY TAKiNG 

A SHORT CUT | 



V'A\ 












«5* T J 



Ls 



v — -^ 

r 



TIM HOLT 




HOWDY, 
STRAMG6R. 
VUH owe OF 
THE BOVS 
WMd'S COME 
TO Bur A 



With a savage snarl, 
rep jones goes for 

HIS SHOULO£C3 GUM — 




6** 


^JGGeyy^^fc,,.. 


4 H -■*- 


V^JUST AS I ^ 

"TIthOUGHT I IF MOJR 

BB^GOLO IS AS — 

■CAKE AS VOU ^ 

1^1- ARE IT MUST 

WM MADfi OF 




1 Si/ \ ^Bfc ■ "*t j 


■^\ ! 




1 






TIM HOLT 




WE'LL TAKE HIM TO TH' OLP 
CA&lH IN THE STAND OF PINE 
TREES, THERE'S A KEG OF 
GUN POWDER UP THERE. I 
WANT THIS RANNT TO SUFFER 
0EFORE *£ CASHES IN HIS 



The sputtering of the candle, anp tiws 
harsh breathing as he strains against 
the ropes are the only sounds in the 
ttny ca0in after the door slams 




Meanwhile, prom sullet and 
its neighboring ranches, a 
stream of men and women race 
for the gold diggings 




TIM HOLT 



FqREhEAP BEADEP wrTH StfcEAT, 

TIM MOVES HIS LEGS CAREFULLY. . 





KuBBiNG HIS ROPE BON PS 
AGAINST THE EDGE OF THE 
BJNK UNTIL THEV FRAV AMP 
LOOSEN, TIM FREES HIMSELF 
AFTER TWO HOURS OF 
CONSTANT EFFORT-. . 



MStoP 






IN CASfi THOSE 
MURDERERS Q&T 
SdSPlOOUS AND 
COME KOSinG 
AROUND, I'LL RESET I 
THE CANPLE-AND f 
HiGHTAiL IT! 




HOWpV, OLD TiMERl I 
CAME OMBQ TO PALAVER 
WITH VOU ABOUT THE MAN 

who stole your 

Diggings : 

LIGHT 
DOWN AN' 
SET A SPELl! 



f^ 



Big, red-heaped 
feller he was. 

RAMRODDEP A 
BUNCH O' TOUGM- 
LOOKtN' mOMSRES. 
TOO. BUT MV CLAIM 
WASN'T WORTH 




'its gold. 
all right! 1 


VUH BET N 

ITS GOLD. , 

SOLID V 

GOLD. 1 > 


k^^lfiK 


KP^n> 


Er^ 






$mWW- 




Vr^Mi 


nil r ^ 


SSkk 



TIM HOLT 

THE BLOOD OP MEN AND 
WOMEN PCEEZE IN THEIR 
VElfslS AS A HOLLOW, 
GHOSTS VOICE MOAwS 




TELL THEM. HOW YOU 
KILLED SALTY ADAMS AND 
STOLE Hi£ MINE, REP 
JONES! TELL THiM... 
TELL... THLI 




THIS HOLLOW LOG A LOOK AT JONESi 
SURE GIVES A SPOOKY) HE '5 50 WHITE 
EFFECT, HEY, SALTY? JHS LOOKS UKE 




TIM HOLT 



GHOSTS'. 
THEY'VE COME 
BACK TO HAUNT 
ME J 




With fear bulging his EYEBALLS AND 
Shaking his hands, red jones leaps 
for his horsb, grasping the two 
HEAVY SACKS OF SILVER DOLLAR* THAT 
HAVE 0EEN PAiD FOR THE MINING CLAIAS- 



EAU2ING THAT THEV HAVE 
9fEN BETRAYED, THE tA£N AND 
WOMEN PRESS AROUND TIM . . 




''I'LL CUT THIS NUGGET IN 
HALF- THEN YOU CAN SEE 
WHAT'S INSIDE !_ 

"wS'LL 
IP WHAT UJ -w MAKE 
VUH SAV IS TRUf , ) JUMPED 
THESE RAWNlES/ CLAIMS 
WILL PAY FERy MlGHTy 

THIS TUN POPULAR 
flOUNP 
THESE 
PARTS' 



The sharp nippers 

slice through the 
nugget- and reveal 

A CORE OF SHINING 
LEAD J 



ITS AN OLD STUNT- TO 
PROP LEAD NUGGETS INTO 
A MIXTURE OF AMALOAM. 
WHICH COATS THEN WITH A 
GILT FINISH. THEV LOOK 
JUST LIKE GOLD! AMALGAM 
IS MADE BY MIXING GOLD 

AND QUICKSILVER. AN 
OLD TRICK - BUT 

IT WORKED... 




% 



TIM HOLT 



Across the sa&e plats >h ahdohi 

OF SHALLOW WAS-tES. wOOVES POUNDwCt 
A TATTOO OP SPEEO, THE GIANT GOLDEN 
STALLION PLBES LIKE A SHADOW.. . 



^KE'S A GHOST, ALL RIGHT. 

NO HU^AN BgtNG COULD 
RIPE SO FAST i BUT HE'LL 
WEVEG GET ME. rvE GOT 
THE MONEV in SILVER 
DOLLARS LOOPED ON MY 



ONCE I GET TO 
THE WATERFALLS, 
I'LL LOSE Hl,v\ IN 



MI6HT AS WELL GIVE 
I UP. JONES! MV ROPELL 
0RIN6 YOU DOWN '. 




A HORRIBLE SCREA 
RED JONES* LIPS AS HE HITS THE WATER... 



fc r*V GOIN& POWN — LIH.E 
fc STONE ! THE SILVER 
POLLERS IN THE SACKS. 
TIEP TO MV E*ELT ARE 
PRAGGIN6JAE POWN 

I CAN'T JittL FREE 

©*= THL, 

I'LL DRr* 




"I WAS ASHAMED 
OF MY FACE 

until VJderm made my dreams of a clearer skin come true in one short week" 

(FROM A LETTER TO BETTY MEMPHIS SENT HER BY ETHEl JORDAM, DETROIT, MfCHJ 

It your face Is broken out, If bad skin Is making you 

miserable, hero Is how to stop worrying 

about pimples, blackheads 

and other externally caused skin troubles, 

JUST FOLLOW SKIN DOCTOR'S SIMPLE DIRECTIONS 




I just want to be alone !" I* there any- 
thing mare awful than the bluet that 
fern: when your fan is broken out and 
you feel like hiding away because of 
pimples, blackheads and similar exter- 
nally caused akin troubles? I know how 
it feels from personal rsrpertrnce. And I 
ran appreciate the wonderful, wonder- 
ful jay that Ethel S. Jordan felt when 
she found something that not only 
promised her reliof— but tmvc it to her 
In just one short week! 

When I was having my own skin 
troubles, I tried a good many cosmetic*, 
ointments and whatnot that were tec- 
ommrr.ded to me. 1 remember vividly 
how dttappounled I felt each tirne, until 
1 discovered the skin doctor's formula 
now known as the Double Viderm 
Treatment. I felt pretty wonderful when 
friends begsn to rave about my "movie, 
star <kir. '" No mere lelf-conw-iousnetg. 
Ha more having my friends feel sorry 
for nv. The aeent joy, again, of running 
my fin(tnipt ever • smoother, clearer 
skin. 



complesicn. whech is yours for the asking , 
■t like a permanent card of admission to 
all the good things cf life that every 
woman cravat. And it really e*n be youra 
— fjiffl my word lor it: — no matter how 
disreur izcd you may be :hu very minute 
about those externally nuicd akin miseries. 



Many women shut themselves out of the 
thrills of Life— dates, romance, popularity, 
social and business iikuii unlv because 
lhccr neg Icet hai robbed them oi the good 
looks, poise and feminine self-assurance 
which could id eaiil y he theirs. Vet. every- 
body looks at your face. The beaittilul 



A ittttn ttitr'i 
l*it h btr /or- 
Itmr. Thai' 3 why 
th* *ult) it A»r 
btiiiw*it M Aro- 
net btr row 

Ji'r.wuo it*': nit 
f": mf.lt I, tliti- 
i.r.:."< und hlrm' 
ilbtl. Your far* u 
*» diftrrrmf, Cir* 
it lb* UouhU 
Trtiimtnl il 




What M.|,„ ■■•«! ffci." o, ( That w«y* 

pVtsdiral science gives us the truth about 
how sin n blemishes usually develop. Then 
arc small specks cf dun snd dirt In the air 
all Che time. When these get iuUi the open 
pores in your akin, they car, in time 
"stretch" the porcr and make them large 
erwufli to pocket dirt panicles, dust and 
infection. These- usjest poses became in- 
rtcted and bring you the humiliation of 
pimple*, blackheads or other bremishev 
Ofien. the natural oils that lubricate your 
skin will harden in the pwri and mult in 
urttightly blemishes. 

When you neglect your skin by not giv- 
ing it the necessary care, you leave ytiur- 
self wide open to externally earned skin 
miseries Yet proper attention with the 
Double Viderm Treatment may mean the 
difference between enjoying the confidence 
a fine akin gives you or the embarrassment 
Of an ugly, rinbeaisttful shin Ihvt makes 
you want to hide your face. 

The Double Viderm Treatment li a for- 
mula prescribed with amasing success by 
s dermatologist and costs you only a lc. 
cents daily. This treatment consists of two 
jars, One contains Viderm Skin 
Cleanser, o jelly'like formula which 
penetrates your p." rr " and acts as an 
antiseptic. After you use this special 
Viderm Skin Cleanser, you simply ap- 
ply the Viderm Fortified Medicated 
Skin Cream. You rub 4 his in, leaving an 
almost invisible protective covering for 
the surface of your skin. 

This double treatment has worked 
wonders for SO many cases or external 
akin troubles that it may help you, too 
— In fact, your money will be ref urrcfeg* 
it it Jtmtn'i. Uk it for only ten days. 
You have everything to gain and noth- 
ing to lose. II i) a guaranteed treat- 
711"' T" ««"" ment. Enjoy it. Your dream ol a clearer. 
jlT -L »Zi smoother conwlenlrjn may come true 

be* go «■). inua ^ w )cMi 



Use your Double Viderm Treatment 
every day until your skin is smoother and 
clesier. Then uoe it only once a week to 
remove stale make-up and dirt apecks 
that infect your pores, as well at to aid in 
healing external irritations, Remember 
(hat when you help prevent blackheads, 
you also help to prevent externally caused 
ski n miseries and pimples. 

Just mail your nam* and address to Betty 
Memphis, care of the New Yurie Sinn 
Laboratory. 2C6 Division Street, Dept. V . 
Mew York 2 , N. Y. By ret u rn mail you will 
reesive the doctor's direct ions, and both 




Jars, pool 
delivery, 
you will 
■ nailing 
Then, il yF 



tkedjaA,, 

Mm 
mmW' 

f yesr'arc i 



safety-scaled carton. On 
"(dollars plua pottage If 
save the pottace fee by 
«■ l . -■ i -» with your letter. 
in any way dissatisfied. 



your money will be cheerfully refunded. 
To give you an idea of now [ally tested 
•snd proven the Vidcsrrc Double Treatment 
is, it may interest you to know that, up to 
tHia month, over two hundred and thirty- 
one thousand women have ordered it nn 
my recommendation. II you could only ice 
the thousands of happy, grateful letters 
that have come to me as a result, you 
would know the joy this simple treatment 
can bring- And, think of III— the treat- 
ment rtnust work for you, or it dot sn*t cost 
you a cant. 



V 



The Amazing ELECTRIC WATER HEATER that gives 





hink of it! THE HOT WATER YOU WANT 
iha moment you want it — from any sink 
cold-water faucet , . , just by plugging th« 
ii mazing new Little Marvel Water Heater into 
the nearest electrical outlet. No boiler or tank 
needed ! No fussing with Area. Attached in a 
jiffy — takes seconds to attach or remove. You 
merely turn faucet to regulate temperature. 

You're never without hoc, witer whn you own * Link 
Mantl Electric Water Healer. Ort sue no* at the inn - 
■Hl> In cot of only w.of H ill coupon TODAY I 



Worth many 




ADDITIQNAL FEATURES 

* Op*roiaf «f> AC 0* K turr.rl 

* No mo. ma oorri to war amy 

PT yt an I or ordt! 

* Caniiruefoe* of km*4%*m%\f hn. 

ilAod slbMinun 

W» if It >•■ i (fcoa ) eouAa* fj.tt 
'A <nck*i ■ !■», jncHui 

wi m eofo* 
C»M« ''!"■ '* 



Jimes its speorri 

itftv price 
of on/y 



• Fw SHIVIKti wrl T In Ir* 
morning owl 1*1* at right 



Fm Iaiti igrni! 

F« ibi h SiOUOOM 






SOi 



GUARANTEE 



• For ut> in FACTORY, 
!H0* AND STOH 

• F*t GAFAGE, lAJEWfNT. 
tfL 

• Wttl NIAIIMG »UNt 
IKIAKOOWH Iftai h«! 
•Tatar supply 

uniii I'Litcgi' 



• For «ulrk LAtlMpf flNC 

• For FARM., WriGAlOWJ 
tins' C0TIA5ES rhot do not 
Kowt Nfulai h»l water 
tvpprr M what* not rnsli 

II I. ■■ lift I-,... >.i»-« ■„ Tut II, • T 



TV* IMi Hml ilMT.ii Wall. HMNf It I 

•II ■Wmti In •>«'..«* and vukTinni.i w.t» ' 

wallop Mn ,t ~il y... r.cr, ml tDMiloiiarr 



V«WI riH/fOrV TUDAV 



HA1VIL SAU1 COir. is ■•*+ «1 it Si. Boa*. 7-0. K*» Tort IF. R. T. 

C »uth unit MARVE1 HOT WATER HEATER COD., II pcry pew. 

■on Jj 98 plvt ppitogt. 
O tach>ia*J r,m4 U.** . S^d FOStf AID. 



« — SfV** 




SHUT 

an — 



!'«*■ ramii 



row itatiu- 



